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I damn the day I left 
Britania I damn it with 
all that I have in me. 
Why did I have to walk 
into the commanders 
office that morning, and 
why did I accept when he 
sent me upon this task. I 
have found so much fault 
in myself since I began 
this journey so many of 
the things I held belief in 
have washed away like the 
evening tide yet I have 
troops to command and a 
mission to finish but I 
can't help but wonder 
what is the sense. 


The shrine of Justice 
loomed before her in fact 
as she glanced upon the 
chilsed stone ankh she 
found herself cringing in 
disgust. Justice was her 
patron virtue it is what 
she had lived and 
breathed for 50 long 
years now. Empathia found 
herself at a position in 
her life when she felt 
she had lost grasp on all 
those things she had 
fought for she had 

become fanatic like in her 
search and seziure in 

Yew pushing even her own 
personal boundaries at 
times. 


Does this world not 
care any longer about 
what is right and what is 
just? The lack of 
discipline couple with the 
lack of respect for the 
laws of our fair land 
leaves such a bitter 
taste in my mouth. What 
do we do with this 
breed? Do we lable them 
hertics and stuff the 
Prison of Yew until it 
bursts with their kind or 
do we let their lawless 
ways become the new 
"virtues". I have never 
been so insulted in all my 
life a Captain of the 
royal guard decorated 
many times over for her 
service to the crown 
tossed out on her ear by 
a piddly little elf carrying 
a bow. The way they all 
talked to me like I 
was beneath them 
perhaps I should leave 
them to the denziens 
of the Yew swamp 
and hope that the 

Plague Beast Lords 
swallow them whole 
while they sleep. 


The words roared on in 

her mind, consuming her, 
poisoning her like a subtle 
nightshade woven into a 
glass of wine. 


In a graceful swoop she 
dismounted from her 
horse leaving it outside 
the most sacred of 
shrines. 


"Justice is the devotion 
to truth tempered by 


love” she said aloud as 
she removed her heavy 

helm from her head 
securing it underneath her 
left arm. The clanking of 
her armor as she moved 
towards the anhk seemed 

to cause a deafening echo 
within the tiny chamber. 


Slowly she lowered herself 
to one knee, a less than 
easy task for anyone 
clothed in full armor as 
she was the weight of 

the suit nearly set her 
off balance several times 
but finally she made it 
glancing up at the anhk. 


"I believe in ye more than 
I believe in myself. I have 
struck down many an 

enemy in thy name and in 
thy principles but this 
time, this time I feel as 
if I have failed you.” 


Her eyes swept over the 
many offerings brought by 
both peasant and paladin 
alike to pay homage to 

the Shrine and it's 
meaning. So many had 
fought for justice, so 
many had died for justice 
and still others had 
turned their head and 
allowed injustice to reign 
supreme. 

"I could give up here” she 
lowered her head and her 
eyes feeling as if she 

was not "clean" enough to 
be in the prescence of 
such holiness any longer. 


"I too could place a cloth 
over my eyes binding all 


the wrongs from my 

sight so that I did not 
need to see them but 

then who would fight for 
you? Who would be brave 
enough to bring the 
lawless to their rightful 
end?” 


It truly was a sad 
moment for Empathia. A 
moment where she 
questioned her very 
faithful and path. Her 
devotion to Justice had 
been the very core of 
her life it had guided her 
when everything else 
seemed so out of focus 
and it had held out it's 
hand to her when she 
felt lost 


Then she came here.. 
This place of all places 
where rouges broke bread 
with god fearing men and 
women, where thieves 
roamed free to take 

from others as they 
would. 


"There has to be a shred 
of decency somewhere in 
this world, someone that 
still abides by the old 
laws and remembers the 
way but to find them 
that is the chore before 
me.” 


She rested there a few 
moments longer rececting 
back on those she had 

met in her journey. How 
none of them seemed to 
care for the death of 
those poor healers or the 
disapperance of the nobles 


as they traveled through 
the woods. 


It was they that had 
brought her here to this 
cesspool known as Yew 
and it was they that 

kept her here despite all 
the circumstances that 
worked against her. 


"I shall not let them win” 
she said firmly as she 
reached a hand towards 

her waist untying a 
merger bag of gold 
wrapped in a well worn 
leather pouch. 


"In thy name and thy 
teachings I pledge my 
sword and my life to ye 
once again” she spoke 
again as she rose to her 
feet. "Just as I did in 
the past.” and as her 
words died in the air she 
left the Shrine behind 
her making her way back 
towards her horse. 

The last light of day was 
fading over the waters 

as she pulled herself atop 
the horses back pulling 
back on it's reigns and 
spurring it forward into 
the unknown once again. 


She would make her way 
back to the encampment 
she would gather her men 
and they would ride for 
the GOC stronghold where 
this story would continue. 
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